JUNE 28 #134 


.eethis is part of a longer dream, the first part of which 
is too hazy to recall...and we seem to be acting out a book; 
well not realy acting, because we don't know what is going 
to happen. We, me and a couple other guys, are actually 
the dwracters of thie book. We haven't read the book 
yet, and instead of reading it, we are being it. It is 
just like real life, we aren't acting, it is really hap- 
pening to us... but somehow we know it is a book we are 
"reading". Sorry but this concept is extremely difficult 
to explain verbally... 

Anyway, it is a science fiction book, written by Ray 
Bradbury. We are at the ending o8 it-- 

We have just gone through a scientificaly fictional (yet 
"real" to us, 'cause we are in it) episode, and now we 
arecin an ancient dungean on another planet. There is a 
coffin on the floor-- the focal point of the story. I 
cautiously lift the lid. In it lies the skeleton of 
someone who died a few months ago. We stare at it. 

Then it sits up and says something profourid, which ends 
the story. 

We walk out. I notice one of the guys is my cousin Kevin. 

"That was some story, eh?" I say. 

"Yah, but it was so real and possible and scientific 
during the whole story...till the end that is. Then that 
skeleton gets up and talks-- just like a fantacy. That 
kind of ruined it for a science fiction story. Ray Brad- 
bury is more of a fantacy writer than a science fiction 
writter." 

"He always writes like that." I add. 

"T prefer Van Voght much better" 

As we leave, and return to the normal world, I get an 
urge to run about and hit things with a branch. Sol 
find a leafy branch, run into a neighbour's yard, and start 
thrashing evervthing in sight. At the same time I get the 
idea that other people have been doing this same thing. 

While I'm whipping the bushes and the walls, I hear a 
mother talking exitedly inside the house. She is talking 
about a horrible boy who had come into her yard before 
and whipped her daughter with a branch. I'm not sure who 
she is talking to. 

"That must be the same boy again! Oh, that beast who 
paped mv helpless daughter}! He is back! Get him! Gall 
the police! Oh, my God..," 

Of course, I'm not the one, but I don't think I ought 
to stick around when someone is in a mood like that. So 
I give a bush a few more whacks with my stick, and leave. 

--enow it is fairly vague. I'm back home, safe from 
the maniac lady and her cohorts. My mother is reading 
a pornographic magazine(?). I talk to her about it, and 


ee eee eS 


she tells me there are more upstairs. (the house is not 
at all like our real one.) There is a beautiful girl 
hanging around the house. My mother asks her to go up 
stairs with me to show me the pornographic magazines. 

I follow her up the stairs, and at one point, ata 
landing, she stands with her back turned to me, contem- 
plating the light-patterns on the wall. 

I watch her. She is so beautiful...so perfect... 
her scanty clothing showing so much of her lucious body... 

I lunge! 

Grab her by the thighs, running my hands up her exposed 
naked torso. Arms around her. She hugs me too. So smo- 
otht 

Then I walk the rest of the way with her, stroking her 
long blonde hair... blank. 


*14O 

This is very vague. I'm in a room with some people 
(primative people?) who are trying to make everything look 
space-age (for a movie?), but it all looks hopelessly 
phoney...Then there's something about a film 1 am watch- 
ing of a cartoon girl in an empty pool, and suddenly the 
water appeares. 

Then I go out where there are a lot of people. Something 
is going on about my little grade-8, creepy, immature, suck- 
hole, uncool brother Craig. 

There is an audience around me in seats sloping up to- 
wards the back. I see Craig running around up there. 

Then Annette Pilon, an extremly pretty chic with long 
black hair aomes along and talks to me. A few minutes 
later, Craig comes along. She walks up to him and gives 
him a quick kiss on the cheek. Craig atands there dum- 
founded, not knowing what to do. 

Then she turns and kisses me on the lips. Ahhh, nice} 

I take her in my arms and give her a l-o-n-g kiss. 

She responds, but then pushes away from me. 

Even now I can remember the vividness of that short 
moment.; the tecture of her sweater; size and shape of 
her body; the feel of her lips, and the action of push- 
ing away. Everything very distinct and real. Usualy 
things like this are a little hazy, like a dream. But 
this was like reality. 


AVA 

This is vague too. 

There is something about J6@-Anne Docker in the cafe- 
teria at school. 

Then I'm at my locker and a bunch of girls are talking 
to me, laughing about something, and putting my lock in 
an umbrella(?). I hit one on the ass, get my lock back 
and put it on my locker. Then I see Francis Fraser and 
another girl walking out the door, both dressed in long 
white cloaks, like nuns or something. There's a lot 
more but I can't recall it. 


JUNE 30 AIA 


The idea ia that I'm reading this in a magazine, but it 
seems to be real-life at the same time. 

A hippy-type scientist is telling, amidst a crowd of 
people, that he is now the mayor of this small town. His 
status will become official soon. 

He tells about his life: 

"IT died once in Chicago, but I worked my way up again. 
And I've helped the lives of many others." 

He tells about the wags he lived through; the war of 
19__, and 19_,.and 19__.... Pictures acompany his narrative. 
Then a movie af the last one, Viet Nam, is shown. 

--It is dark, and men with rifles are beating ather men 
to the gnound. Brutaly realistic. 


#LHS 


This is a little vasue now... 

I'm in class. There is something about a sink, and some 
knives, and a kid from Shaniggan Lake who feinted when he 
saw them, so I take him outside. 

Brian Loader, Donna Babcock, and Dianna Hurt arg there 
along with a crowd of others. We talk for a minute, then 
all take our shoes off. Dianna is eating pickles. 

Then we all go single file down several flights of stairs 
and outside again. 

Then I remember I had to go and get my shoes, so I start 
to go back in. There are two guys walking on a log in 
front of me. I recognize one as Fred Long, a guy I knew 
in elementary school. I sit down and talk with him, tel- 
ling him I thought I had seen him on television. 

Then I go back into the school with Mark Mulholland. 

We have to go to-clads. Mark is going to Choir practice, 
and I am trying to find my shoes. 

I look around inside, then go through an area where a 
lot of smaller kids are. This is a place I am not supposed 
to be in. At the end of it I go out a door to the place 
where I had met the others before. 

But it is different now. There is a rockery and a road. 
I go tothe road, searching for my shoes. 

Then I see a rabbit. The vicious:kind! 

I remember that there are a lot of them in this area. 

The rabbit approaches, growling, and pounces at me! 

I bat him away with my book. He attacks again, jumping 
as high as my shoulder. I fight him off, but he gets me 
again, sinking his teeth into my neck. I knock Fim OEL. 

He keeps pouncing, and I keep knocking him back. Others 
come, but t keep up the fight, till finaly they wander away 
defeated. 


JULY 13 #IN% 


My recall of this is now vague. 
Kevin and I are to babysit a group of kids who are in 
a choir(?). They all wear sissy-looking castumes... 
...We are watching T.V. with them, or something. 
-transition... 
I am going to meet Keving I go around a series 
of walls and fences, then I see Kevin. He is behing a 
wire fence, fighting someone--and winning. 
He beats the guy, and struggles out. Phe guy calls out, 
"Hey, you've been toking!" 
We walk back, deciding to see a movie. 
"How about 'Hey Jude'." I suggest. 
"No, that's crummy." he says. 
Then we go into a bathroom at the side of a hallway, 
and start to comb our hair. 
(I'm not sure if all this took place outside or inside. ) 


JULY 14 #145 


I'm in school looking for Lynne Oreck, a girl I liked 
in elementary school. I see her, and dive forward, doing 
a summersault onto the floor. Then my identity shifts-- 

--I'm standing by in 2 crowd around a wounded indian 
who had hurt himself by diwing onto the floor. (Originaly me) 

-transition... 

Someone has told me she is in a room which I 
get the idea is a Student Council room. I'm at the door 
with Mark Mulholland. We knock, and they let us in. 

Lynne-is there with others, sitting at tables. It is 
an Art Room. They're all sculpting in clay. As we go to 
sit down, Lynne gets up and, pointing to a bulliten bard 
with pictures on it, starts to give a lecture. 

There is a very realistic face drawn there, and I get 
the idea that she had drawn it. 

"Did you draw that face?" I exclaim. 

I am informed that she had just said that she had not 
drawn it, but I wasn't listening. 

Then everyone starts talking about pornographic books ; 
deciding which has the most sex in it. One guy tells about 
a book. It is about a man who is in a trainload of porno- 
graghic films, which he plays, and the book describes. 


JULY 15 #le 


The very beggining is a little vague, but then it clears 
up perfectly. 

.eel'm at Kevins house, staying over. We are about to 
go to sleep; intending tp go to a movie and chalkange some 
guys in North Vancouver to a rugby game, tomorrow. 

Tomorrow: We meat them up the mountain. 

Kevin and I are talking to a man-- the manager of the 
team we have chalhanged. The team is standing around; uni- 
forms and all. Now I realize the obsurdity of this situa- 
tion... 

Kevin and I are going to take on a whole rugby 
team! This is crazy! But Kevin still doesn't seem to re- 
alize this fact vet; and the manager doesn't seem to real- 
ize that there are no other: members of our team... 

-transition... 

I'm in a nearby movie-editing studio where I have 
left my film, and Jeff Claman's 16 mm. camera. I'm stand- 
ing in a doorway and notice that an older guy has one of 
thease expanding exercizers. [It belongs to me. 

"Hey that's minet” 

"Can you prove it?" he returns. 

"Yah, it's got my name written right across it." 

"Oh, well so it does. But that just isn't enough eviden- 
ce." he grins. Likewise do his friends. 

Ss T think of telling some of the adults nearby. But then 
I realize (strange idea) that they wouldn't think it is 
enough proof either. Our whole society is structured so 
that no-one will believe me. At this stunning insight, 

I get angry, grab the expander, throw it at the crowd of 
adults, and stomp out... 

I return to the mountain where Kevin and the team are. 

I take Kevin aside and wisper,"Hey, you realize it is 
us two against that whole team? We better split before 
they catch on." 

At this point he sees my point of view. We run down 
the slope. They don't seem to be following but we con- 
tinue running till we get through a gate at the bottom. 

The studio is here. We have a room ajoining it. Kevin 
stays in the room and I go into the dtudio to use my equip- 
ment on my film. (This is an animated cartoon I am re- 
shooting in 16 mm, very important to me.) I look around 
but my film is gone! I ask people- nope, havn't seen it. 
I search all over amomgst piles of film and equipment-- 

Oh, Christ! my camera is gone toot Not even mine,. 
it belongs to my friend Jeff 

I go back to the room to tell Kevin. He has dug a 
six-foot-cubic hole in the dirt floor of our room. I 
tell him while he's sitting in it...then it is all mud... 
he sinls under, swimming like it is a pool... a girl comes 
in to wash in the "pool". She kneels down by it...Kevin 
surfaces, sees the girl and starts grabbing at her from 


the mud. Now I'm sunk in md. I sruggle to reach the doot- 
way, 'cause the whole floor is like this. There are a lot 
of objects in the mud under me,like sticks or something. 

I get out of it. Then I am struck with the strangest 
sort of feeling... as if nothing is real, and I can do any- 
thing I want with no undésirable consiquences. Just like 
if the world was coming to an end soon, and it didn't mat- 
ter what you do... except I'm the onl: one like this. 
Almost like L realize this is a dream and I can get away 
with anything. Very stranze thing to explain. 

Anyway it's all solid now. And I decide Ahah! I'm going 
to get her. 

I walk over, shove her skirt up, ptake off.my pants and 
penetrate. And man, that has got to be the most 
realistic dream off sexual intercourse I have ever had! 

I really felt it; ’not like the usual sort of semi-absract 
thing I've had before. 

Kevin has gone out, and he returnd saying he has found 
my film, but that there are a lot of finger prints on it. 
But when I see it, it is someone elses super 8 film. 

We go back to the studio... but it isn't a studio any- 
more, it is a drug-store. I aproach a sales girl. 

"What happened to the studio that was here before" 

"Oh, we just moved in here." shea answers. 

I'm rather peived, and I start smashing a few things, 
knocking bottles df the counters. (still feeling as pre- 
viously described) 

The girl protests mildly. 

I smash a few more things, not sure wether to be mad 
at the loss of the camera and film, or glad because of the 
state I am in. 

I go tb the counter and take some money from the the 
cash register. The girl, now an older lady, stands in my 
path, so I push her away. 

Then zapp} I awoke; and one minute later my alarmclock 
rang. H-m-m-M-M.ee 


JULY 16 #9? 


School is out for the day. I have on my new riding 
boots, and I'm walking down a long grassy hill. I see 
Frances. Fraser, then I see Brian Evans and walk along 
talking with him. 

Then I see Mom. Quick! I gotta push my hair back be- 
hind my ears before she sees! (In real life I have to 
constantly be making sure my hair looks short around my 
parents. Away from home I let it out over my ears. My 
Dad is strongly against longish hair, and I am strongly 
for it.) 

Then I see Dad toot 

As I sit down near him, he says,"Your jeans are too 
tight right there." indicating a certain area. 

There is another lady there too, but I don't care. 

"Tough shit!" 1 say. 

"Now don't you be cheaky! You..." 

"what's it to you if they are too tight? Mind four 
own God-damn business for once!" 

And I walk away... 

-transition... 

I got back home, and there's something about food 
(vague). Then I'm bmushing my teeth with Craig. He gets 
in my way, and T push him aside. A little fight starts, 
and I give him a bloody nose. 


July 19 #148 


I'm sitting at home (but it looks like Kevin's house) 
and listening to a record on a fantastic sterio system. 
It is some kind of story or play. 

Then someone enters the front door. Is it Mom? 

A kid about 10 yrs old comes in and sits in a chair. 

"Helios" I. say. 

"Hello," he replies. 

He has long black hair, and is wearing a Hamlet type 
costume. 

"I see you are in a play." I observe. 

"Yes," he says,"We came here to get away from it." 

I hear others in the house also. 


#U4Y 


We are doing a play in English class, and have procured 
a studio for our production. I am sitting with the rest 
of the class, watching the cuys who are acting. Suddenly 
there is a part without a person to fill it. 

"Stephen," says the teacher,"take that part." 


So I go to the set. (There is no stage) 

The part I am to fill is thet of a guy giving a 
speech to his girlfriend. But hey-- 

"Where's the girl for the part of the girlfriend?" 

“We didn't think we needed one." answers Mike Green. 

"Well then, I'll say it to this post." And I start 
to do so, when in comes Jo-Anne Docker to do the part. 

I put my arm around her and start to deliver my speech. 
But I can't find my place. The lines are all mixed up. 

The teacher waits... 

-transition... 

I'm someplace outside, searching vainly for the 
proper lines in the Script. What I read makes no sense. 
I approach the teachet. 

"T can't tell who the hell is speaking!" I tell her, 
rather angry. She looks at it... 
-transition... 
I'm in a herry. I must return to the studio. 
I arrive and enter to find 211 the kids cleaning up. 
(Now it's quite vague) There are shelves of things all a- 
round. I help them clean up. 


#1SO 


This is continued from something... ‘i 

I am on a soccer field. The best soccer team in the 
world is warming up here before a game. They are all nude. 

A group of cheerleaders arrive to watch the nude players. 

In the background I hear the coach say:"You guys better 
put pants on." 

I go over to the girls. I get the idea that if they 
want to watch, they must be nude too. I tell this tocone 
gipl, then proceed to disrobe her-- pulling off her sweat- 
ter, skirt and underwear, and feeling around a little in 
the proccess. She doesn't do anything. 


JULY 30 #IS\ 


I'M in a place with a lot of people sittin around. A 
naked girl is lying with her legs spread. Steve Scott is 
sitting beside her showing me how to finger her properly. 

I tell him I know, and proccee@ to demonstrate. (It 
felt reall) He is surprized that I can do it better than 
him. He thought I had never done it before. 


#IS2 


Carrying my sleeping big, I am hiking somewhere... in 
the city, and at night. I decide to sleep on someoness! 
lawn at the side of the road. 

I see a plane flying over-head, and try and catch it(?). 

Then I decide to stay in a house. So I go to one, put 
my sleeping bag at the side of the house, and go in the 
front door. There is a girl there who lives in the house. 

Suddenly I feel that I must urinate, and I run out to 
the back lane to do so. As I prepare to pee in the bushes, 
the girl gets the idea that I am an exhibitionist-masterba- 
tor, and calls the police. 

A feweseeonds later a cop arrives. But he sees that I 
am oily peeing in the bushes, so he leaves. 

Once I accidently doJit on a little girl who is wander- 
ing around nearby. 

I return to the house. Sémehow I know that Mark Mulhol- 
land is here with me, but I don't see him. The girl, who 
is now a little chubby, starts necking with me. Then she 
blows into my mouth, insisting that I do the same. I don't 
really like this... 

In comes her father. He tells Mark and I to leave for 
behaving so disgracfully. We do so. 

Outside, we find that oun sleeping bags are gone from 
where we had left them. This seems extremely sorrowful 
to us. 

"Oh, fuck!" I cry, and fall to the sand, grinding it in- 
to my head. 

Mark fs also very disturbed. He stands crying, while 

I HEstill in grief. There are some girls standing around 
nearby watching us. Finaly I get up, and see that our 

bags have just been moved to a different location...I go 
over ang talk to one of the girls who is lying on a table; 
kiss and feel her, then find out that she likes Mark better. 

Now the place has turned into a department store. We 
are searching for our sleeping bags again here. Two sales- 
men help us, saying they had locked some up in the lost- 
and-found before, but they weren't sure if they belonged 
to themselves or not... 


AUGUST 1 #153 


I'm in a car with a bunch of men who are my associates. 
I have decided to quit thier organization. They become 
extremely angry at this, and start tearing out the windows. 
I decide aldo that I better leave in a hurry-- before 
they kill me. I hop out, and run down the middle of the 
dark street. Some other guys are acompanying me. 

Then I stop, at a whim, and stand in the middle lane, 
facing the oncoming traffic. I know that they will have 
to stop for me. 

The car in my lane roars towards me. It keeps coming... 
and coming! It is not going to stop! 

I jump. The car is within five feet of me and I jump. 
Over the car! It races off behind me, and I walk over to 
the sidewalk; unharmed, but shaken by the fact that it 
did not stop for me. 

I peer in a store window. Inside is a lady standing 
beside a white statue of a nude girl holding a robe. 

Then I see that it is not a statue... it is a real nude 
girl, pure white, who is changing into a robe. 

The glass display window must be very thin, for as I 
lean on it, it shotters inward. 

"Whoops, sorry." 

But the lady doesn't seem to mind. 


’ "That ear didn't stop for me,you know." I remark to 
the lady, while staring at the white girl, "They usualy 
always do." 


I'm rather disturbed by this... 


HS4 


I'm at the side of our house, between our house and 
our neighbours the Woogmans. But it is different than 
reality. 

Normaly there is a stepwell parrallel against the side 
side of thier house, leading to the basement door below; 
and a small iron railing around it. But now a thick, tall 
wall has been erected in place of the railitie? 

Also, though this was dreampt during the summer, there 
is a blanket of fine snow over the ground, and piled like 
a drift oma Board againdt the wall. It has a texture 
of icing sugar, or flour. 

I am making snowballs with it. 

There is a feeling here very hard to interpret in writ- 
ting. It is like a Presence of many people, young people, 
who are there, out on the street, yet they are not there. 
They iknow I'm here and are communicating with me, yet I 
heat nothing. The closest thing I can think of to describe 
it is a sort of telepathic feeling... 

forget it. you'll never understand. 


AUGUST 2 #155 


I'm in a large pool(?), with Lisa Thorson and some others. 
It is filled with sort of a semi-solid substance, and I 
am swimming in it. Then someone tells a story about a guy 
who was hidding in this substance, and an earthquacke occurred; 
trapping him in a fold of it. 

This stuff has very strange properties... 


#IS 


This is vague,.. 

I'm on a warf, fishing(?). Then I'm in a little rowboat 
nearby. Then I fall out(?) or something, and I get mad 
at Craig who is in the boat also. 

Then I'm on the warf again with a girl-- Monica Thomp- 
son, or Lida Thorson. I start kissing her, and we fall 
into the water. My feet are still on the warf, so we 
float on the surface of the water, still necking... 


#1S7 


I'm in school, looking for my next class. From the 
midst of the crowd of hurrying kids, I hear Peter Wolochow 
talking in an amplified voice from the other end of the 
hall. He is ealling me. 

I find him, and he tells me that he wants me to help 
him build a corral, because he is going to buy some horses. 
(I now realize that he lives on a ranch.) 

I say sure, then suggest:"Hey, why don't you buy a 
pony, and make money by charging little kids to ride on it?" 

-transition... 

I'm on his ranch. Peter, some other kids, and I 
are all on horses, about to go riding. I try and turn the 
horse but it won't move. Sol jerk it's head hard; it 
turns its head completely around, and stares at me with 
an eerie expression. 

Then we're off. Galloping down a hill, through a crowd 
of people, around a corner, and stop at the edge of a eliff. 
A lady is standing there talking to herself. 

Peter and I dismount and climb down the steep rock en- 
bankment. We are trying to zo somewhere. There is a huge 
eonetete wall of a fortress(?) with a quasi-tunnel along 
the side of it, fasioned out of vines and bushed, and 
buttresses of the wall. I have the feeling I've tried this 
way before, and I attemp.it again, but it is too cramped 
so I come out. We'll have to try another way. 

We go throuch woois, and another steep hill; both of us 
handicapped because we are without our glasses. Then it 
becomes dusk, making it even harder to see. At the battom 
of the hill we come to some cabins, where Mom is calling us... 


auGcUST 10 #158 


Mark Mulholland and I have just arrived at a patty. We 
sit in a>room witha lot of other people. ‘Norman Shmall is 
there, and he is dressed as a girl. We all laugh at him. 

Then I notice that all the guys are nude, and thier 
body hair is grey and like old men. I, too, am naked, and 
so is the girl I am sitting next to. 

"You know," I tell her,"I'd really like to do it with 
you." 

"Okay." she agrees. 

I lie down on her, an the couch, feeling her smooth naked 
bady... about to enjoy it eméricély, when... 

-transition... 

I am in a slowly moving car. The athers had been 
here, but had fled because a motorcycle gang had attaked, 
and they are all captured in the house. Somehow they 
missed me. (it is a little vague as to just what happened) 

Now I must stop the car. I do so, then get out to 
search for the other people. Damn that motorcycle gang! 
Now I've missed the chance to do it with that girl! 

I meet the leadet of them. Somehow, I must get them 
to go somewhéfe else, so we can continue our party. I get 
an idea: 

"You guys ever heard of that other gang, the 'Raiders'?" 
I ask him. 

"Uh, yah. 'The Bla--" 

"The Black Raiders, that's richt. Well they came into 
Vancouver yesterday, and they say they can beet any other 
gang in a football game. They've issued an open challange." 
(This of course is not true) 

"Oh, year?" he says. 

The gang leaves to find the Black Raiders. 

Now its a little vague... 

I walk into a yard where two naked girls are standing 
like statued, I gra one,from behind, feeling her breasts. 
She still doesn't move. Then I start to fuck her from be- 
hind... 

there's a part midsing here 

..el'm in the yard of the house where the party was, 
lying on the grass with the girl I met at the party. I'm 
feeling her, and stroking the inside of her legs. 

Shela Manly and Nancy @uttaford &Friveinta car, and see 
me with the girl... 


AUGUST 12 


Today is a ptle of fragments of various dreams. Here 
are four of them: 


#S4 


I walk into a classroom at a different school. All 
the kids from Osler, my old elementary school, are here. 
It seems to be a band concert(?). 

I see Rick Ambrose. He waves. He had invited me here. 

I watch for a while, then I get a sharp pain in my throat, 
and I leave... 

-transition... 

I'm somewhere, beside a wall, with Glenda Williams. 

The sharp pain is still there. She says she will fix it 
for me...and starts french-kissins me. As she does so, the 
pain fades away. That's a pretty nice cure! 


#0 


I'm an a sidewalk, by a busy downtown street, at night, 
talking to a VERY beautiful female. The idea is that we 
are in a different land. In this land, the women aren't 
so attractive. I seem to be her manager,-ar agent(?). 

"You see," I'm telling this girl (built like Raquel 
Welsh)," in this land the women are not as beautiful as 
from where we come from. And since you are beautiful 
even to our standards, you could become an overnight star 
here!" 

Another girl sitS nearby. She has a very short dress 
on. I run my hand up her leg, feel between her legs(no 
panties on), then her ass... 

"You see, they have nothing compared to you." I tell 
the?first girl. 
"Where?" she asks. 

I continue telling her about how famous she could be-= 

come here... 


#\No\ 


At first I'm not sure of my identity. There are four 
people(maybe five); an old man and his sexy yoting wife, 
a young man and his sexy wife, and possibly another young 
man. There are two parralell couches, an which the wives 
recline. The older man is sitting on the couch off the 
younger man's wife, and the younger man it standing by 
the couch of the older man's wife. Another man might be 
standing nearby, and I am observing from over the old man's 
shoulder. I don't seem to have an identity myselfl...1 am 
just an invisible observer, like watching £.V. But I also 


get the idea that I am the youngef man.,.I am observing 
myself. 

They (we?) are all aristocratic noble types; like pe- 
ople from the Elizabethan Era, or modern royalty. We-they 
have just come from doing something which I now can't recal. 

The old man kisses the-young-man's-wife, and says to the 
young man, 

"Do what you want with mine." 

Then he leans over and kisses the-other-guy-who-I-wasn't- 
sure-was-here-before; then continues necking with the girl. 

Then the-old-man's-sexy-young-wife starts crying. 

"What's the matter, dear?" he inquires," Is it because 
of the way the sunlight glistens in four hair?" 

"NN on YW 

"Don't worry, dear. I have a surprize for you. Soon 
you will be married to a rich young man..." 

At the stating of this statement, several ideas crop up; 

1, The young guy is me. 

2. Somehow Icam no longer married to my-sexy-young-wife. 

3. The-old-man's-sexy-young-wife had previously been 
under the the misconception that the young man(me) was 
anly a peasant sex object for her occational enjoyment. 

4. The young man(me) is actualy a.wealthy aristocrat. 

5. The 'rich young man' that the old man just promised 
she will soon be married to, is me, 

Also at the stating of the old man's statement, the- 
old-man's-sexy-young-wife becomes aware of the just-listed 
facts, but does not believe them. 

(I hope, dear reader, that you are not getting confused. 
If so, go back and read it slower.) 

To exhibit her disbelief, she promply pours a glass of 
wine onto the young man(me)'s head... 

And at this point I become enbodied in my body. That 
is, I am no longer a detached observer. I am now physicaly 
the young man; and my head is soaking with wine. 

I go into the bathroom to dry myself, and she follows; 
for at this point there is mow another idea that when I 
dry myself she will see me transformed into my real rich 
self, and wil? fall in love with me. (sounds like a faity 
tale, doesn't it?) 

However, to my dismay I do not get to find out the out- 
come, for at that moment-- 

"Stephen, wake up!" cried Scott. 


#o% 


This is continued from a much longer one. 

There is 2a party at my house, and I am hiding up on 
the living-room roof, because there is a crowd of girls 
after me. 

So why hide!? 
Don't worry, it's just a dream... 


AUGUST 13 #{@3 


I'm at home, getting ready to go to a dance. Every- 
where I go Mom keeps nagging me, and I'm late. Finaly 
I get out of the houde. 

It is dark. I'm standing at the dide of the house, 
combing my hair, when I see a carload of people pulling 
out of the Wolochow's house next-door. I know’them, and 
they are going to the same dance. They stop and call me 
to hop in. I do so. 

In the car are many people I know, and I talk to them 
about something, but now this section of the dream is 
too vague... 

The dance itself is also vague, but I remember talking 
to Laura Dunner, and I remember there is am Ice-cream Man(?) 
there who looks exactly like Bruce Richards, an acting 
director of mine. I tell him he looks like Bruce.... 

-transition... 

I'm out of that place, and into another party 
with my family and all my relatives. I slide(?) across 
the floor and talk to my beautiful cousin Leah. Then 
Mom is taking pictures. She takes one of Dad, then says; 

"Now let's take one of your penis, so we can compare 
it to Stephen's." 

This didn't seem unusual to everyone... 


#1GY 


Two oversized football teams have gathered to play, in- 
side a small field surrounded by an enormous wire fence. 

An audience is outside the fence, and I am inside the fence. 

The game starts... The players start performing all 
kinds of strange antics; leap-frogging each other, and 
moving about like pieces of a chess game. Everyone laughs. 

Then the ball is thrown-- out of the fence, into the 
audience. Steve Scott-- or Glen Campbell-- catches it and 
throws it back. (Steve somehow reminds me of Glen Campbell, 
and in the dream he contained bath of these associations, 
so I'm not sure which he was.) 

Steve Scott/Glen Campbell is an extremely good thrower; 
the ball sails straight and swift over the fence. They 
throw it out again and again, and Steve Seott/Glen Camp- 
bell keeps returning it; high and powerful. What a fan- 
tastic throwing ability! 
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This dream ( a little vague ) is &he ending of a long 
One... 

I'm in a large building with a smaller kid who is my 
friend. There are other people doing somthing in another 
part of the building(a party?) from whence my companion 
and I have just come. 

We have found that this building is operated by a 
huge tenticle creature. He lives way down in the depths 
of a seemingly infinately decending, wide, marble stair- 
case. We are now on this staircase, following the crea- 
ture down; for he has asked us to follow him. 

Gigantic reptilian tenticles writhe MBMBM before us 
as we follow. The bulk of his body is hidden. A11 we 
see is the waving teniticles... 

At the bottom, he enters an elevator, expecting us to 
stay with him. But he is quite creepy, and the prospect 
of this is not too attractive, so we jump out as the 
door closes... 

Then we are doing something by the elevitor door, and 
another cuy comes along and gestures with a hypodermic n 
needle as if to stick it in my friend's posterior. Then 
it all fades out.... 


AUGUST 14 #Ile& 


I'm in school talking to Francés Fraser and some other 
girls about penises and vaginas. Then I have to go to 
classe... 

I go to one--but it's not mine. I walk into a class- 
room and go behind a partition. It has a painting on 
the back which I study for a while. Then the teacher 
starts showing a movie. I watch it for a moment, then 
leave, in search of Frances Fraser.... 


# WT 


I have just entered a large hatchway into a strange 
place. It is a large gloomy room, sunk about 6 ft. below 
the platform I am on at the hatchway, and rising about 20 
ft, There is an assembled multitude of navy crewrmmen 
sitting there,extending off into the dark. I get the idea 
that this is some sort of submarine or battle cruiser; how- 
ever, I had been in a completely unrelated place prior to 
entering the hatch. I want to get out. 

"Hey! I'm not supposed to be here!" 


I am told to stay by a group of Marines who enter 
the hatchway, blocking it. So TI stay. 

Then one Marine, an obvious clod, and quite nervous, 
statts telling everyone that he is scared of being here. 
He tells all about his lifelong fear of being here, ram- 
bling on and on... 

Lucy frenez°and her two kids:aredtheresr I am a personal 
friend of her other son (she really hasn't one), and I 
tell them that he wants to foin the Navy. 

"Yah... he wants to do lots of things!" says her son. 
This is a sarcastic comment. 

Then I realize that I need 1,000 dallars, and I ask 
Lucy if she could get it for me... 

-transition... 

Lucy and I are at her house(?). She is trying 
to get the money from someone else for me. The idea is 
that theresis only one man who:likes her, and he is here 
now. She is going to try and get the money from him. 

He is a plump, jovial Italien, brandishing a bottle 
of wine... 


#\8 


I've forgotten the first part of this... 

Something has just ended, and everyone is pouring out 
ofta large room I amin. Jinine McClean and Sandy Clement 
are sitting at a table near the doorway. They aren't leav- 
ing.<- 

Here there is an idea that thay are both in love with 
me-- 

They ask me to stay behind with them because there is 
something they want to talk to me about. (They want to 
talk about whether I like them or not, which I do.) 

I stay behind, but so does another guy, so we have no 
privacy to discuss the subject. Then a teacher walks in. 

A crowd of people follow till the room is filled again... 

...l am sitting on a chair in a row against the wall 
with many of the other people. The guy beside me has a 
‘heart machine’ that makes pumping sounds, He is telling 
me that he wants to be a doctor. Then we move over to 
where the girls are sitting and stabt to talks «« 

There is 2 gap in my memory, then: 

...1 am standing at the top of a staibway, talking to 
Mark Mulholland. He isstelling me that my recent sexual 
relation with Shaughn Whalen has been getting around so 
that almost everyone knows about it. 

Then a lot of people come up the stairway. In the crowd 
I see Frances Fraser holding onto some guys arm. (She was 
invalved somewhere in the first part of this dream) 

“Where are they all coming from?" I inquire of nobody 
in particular. 


Then Jinine comes along. 

She says hello, and I see that she is sad. 

I walk with her for a few feet, then another girl(who 
I knew in the dream but don't now) calls to me. She is 
very distressed about something and starts talking about 
something. 

But Jinine says that she wants me to take her to the 
seminar rooms through a nearby door. SoI do so. The idea 
is that she is intending to make-out with me if I will. 

So we go through the door 

and find ourselves in a de- 
partment store. My arm around her,we walk by a blurr of 
shelves and isles. We say nothing, but we both know our 
intended purpose. The question is: where can we do it? 

"How about the girl's washroom?" she sugests. 

"No." I don't think that is a very good place. 

Well, where-ever it is, we are about to go ahead and-- 


"Wake up, Stephen!" yells Scott the. Censor; 
as usual at the most inappropriate:time... 


AUGUST 17 #149 


Frances Fraser has invited me to dinner at her house. 

It is quite vague. I meet her parents, and eat dinner; 
then I find that she has an electric organ in her living 
room. I sit down and start playing with her organ (Now 
doesn't that sound symbalic of a Freudian wish-fulfillment? ) 
But for some reason it just doesn't sound right... 


#VT0 


There is a crowd of people around a bus, preparing to 
go on & journey to somewhere significant. A few guys 
from our school are standing by with cameras, ready to 
film the occation. They are just the usual inexperienced 
neophytes who will never learn much about filming, but 
for some reason they have been given the fob of filming 
this. 

They have no film...I go to get some for them... 

I find Mr. Morris, who seems to be in charge of this, 
and tell him they need the film. First, he says, I must 


get a piece of paper and list the names of all the suys 
who need the film. So I look for a piece of paper... I've 
got to hurry because the bus will be leaving soon and 
they will miss it ani 
I find myself in the auditorium. Many 

people are sitting around with writing equipment. Bruce 
Jennings is one, and I ask him for a piece of paper. He 
searches in his binder, but can't find an unused pieee; so 
I lbok also. It is filled with drawings of strange animals. 
I tear out one, intending to use the back of it which is 
blank. Then I see that it is black. 

Then the filmers come in. 

"The bus left already!" one guy informs me. 

Then Mr. Morris wants to know why I took so long. 


#v7 


I awoke, then fell.asleap again dreaming a pseudo-con- 
tinuation of #169... 

Ah larce number of kids»and I are going back to have din- 
ner at Frances Fraser's house. Nobody is home but we go in 
anyway, knowing that they should be here soon. 

There is a lon table set with a white table-cloth and 
diehes eté., and a bar at one end of the room. Most of 
the guys are fooling around in theres making drinks. Some- 
one hands me one. It is Coke and Rum or something, but it 
tastes almost like plain Coke. 

"Hey, what's in this?" I ask, "I can hardly taste the 
liquor!" 

"Shhh!" says someone,"They micht hear you." 

They might hear me? 

Anyway, I go over and sit at the table with Jane Andrews. 
Then I go back totthe bar where they have just made a huge 
foaming milkshake for Ravi Sidu, and he is attempting to 
eat the mass of foam. Then I return to the table, and talk 
to Jane, while I put some peas on an omlete... 


AUGUST 20 #I7L 


This is all very vague and mixed up. I will include 
it all as one dream... 

Riding my bike in the evening, I come upon False Creek. 
I am on my way to North Van, across the water. Several 
cars are passing by in the water, and I wonder if I should 
bike across.(Somehow I have the power to do this) But I 
decide not to, because the water is very choppy at the 
time. 

Then there is somet”ing about a statue on a rock(?), 
and I ask someone what the name of the ‘throwing devil' 
LGie ss 

I'm outside a building near a caf and some people. I 
have my big riding boots on, and I feel very clumsy and 
uncontroled. I go with Jan Shapiro(?) and some others to 
a building with pigs lying al] around it. Some were the 
normal type, and others are jet black. I try and pat 
them, but I can't seem to controle myself...I feel heavy 
and clumsy. There are two large cats sitting in a chair. 
I drop something on one and it screams... 

Inside, my boots are off and I feel better. The room 
is very elegant, and there is something about it being 
made ready for a party. Then some guy does something to 
Jan, and I walk out a door and into a resturant... 

I am sitting at a booth with.a man, feeling as if I 
were stoned. Then I realize that he is talking to me, and 
I try to think properly, but I keep feeling stoned. 
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Mark and I are sittbng out on the grass in front of a 
building (the school?) and talking. Mark leaves, and re- 
turns with a paper. 

"Look at this." he says," We've been asked to audition 
to sing in a rock group! Isn't that fantastic?" 

It is fantastic, but I rather doubt my singing :abilities. 

As I'm talking to Mark, I see him in the building behind 
us, looking our way. This is rather strange seeing Mark 
in two places at once. 

"You know, Mark, it is rather unnerving to see you aver 
there while I am talkingtto,;you here." I say, but he does 
not turn around and look. 

Then Mark #2 comes out and sits near us. He is Mark 
alright, but he looks very sickly. 

"See, it's youl" 

"Yah, you're right!" 

Then he changes. Wow he looks more like a sick Earnie 
Qsland. His eyesockets are dark ind he is trembling. I 
get the idea he is stoned. 

"Hey, Bowlsby," he asks," Do I still look stoned?" 


‘, 


"You sure do." Mark and I both answer, 


"Thank-you!" he exclaims, as if this answer makes him 
glad. 


#VT% 


I am in the T.V. Gontrole room at school, with some other 
people. A nude Chinese girl walks in. 

"I forgot my bathing suit." she explains to the many 
staring eyes. She goes into a room, then walks by again. 
She is fairly flat chested. I am lbdking at her cunt, and 
it changes into a penis as she walks out. 

"What is the bathing suit for?" 

"Did you forget yours?" someone asks me. 

Then I remember: There is to be a swimming test today 
during Math class. It is compulsory... 

-transitione.. 

I am in another class. Next class is the swim- 
ming test. Then I hear part of the test. There is some 
sort of distortion here, and the test has to do with iden- 
tifying musical compositions. We can hear it being played 
in another room. First is a Led Zeplin song, then a 
country music type,.then some Bach... 

"Oh, that's the 'Brandenburge Concerto No. 3 in G major; 
A ce eel 

Other music continues. _ 
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I'm on a small beach. I feel that my family is with 
me but I never see them. Paddle-wheel boats are passing 
by out there on the water. One boat approaches us. It 
is carrying something to deliver to us (Scott?), and also 
two girls. The girls get off and stay after the boat has 
left. 

Then they start taking off thier clothes to sunbathe... 
E observe with interest. Usualy when I see female nudity 
in my dreams it is distorted in some way, like flat cheste 
or no pubic hair or possesing male organs, etc... but this 
time it was comepletely authentic, down to the finest 
detail; which I scrutinize with énthusiasmmas they display 
themselves on the ground... 

Then I go up a hill to our house, and it is very vague. 
Maybe there is a transition here, I'm not sure... 

I'm in the house with Kevin, and I get the idea that it 
is Peter Wolochow's house. We are playing music on a fan- 
tastic stereo system. The peice that just started is 'Rev- 
olution:Number Nine' by the Beatles. Suddenly, it doesn't 
work, so we investigate why. 


We look around the house. There is a strange circuit- 
breaker in the wall that I think may be the cause. We 
also see a safe in the livingroom wall. It is a large 
black surface with large gold numbered knobs in rows on 
it. Now it is vague again and 

I have gone back to my bedroom, which isn't the same 
as my one at hemes t has a window over looking the 
beach, and I peer out to see if thase girls are still 
there. I see one coming up the hill with a bucket. 

She comes by my room and looks in the window. Then 
she notices mg, and hurries away. When she passes back 
again, she says she is sorry for snooping around... 

-transition..e. 

I am in a small library, getting a certain book. 
It is something about a kid with telepathic powers. 

At the counter, in line, a smaller kid is irritating 
me, so l shove him hard. He hadn't thought I would do 
that with so many people around. As I leave, the two 
girls who I met on the beach come in, and say hello... 

-transition... 

I seem to be in the book now. I am a young kid 
with para-psycological powers. That is, I can do things 
like levitate myself, which I am doing at the moment. I 
am in the yard of my kindergarten(?) floating around. It 
is a little difficult, like swimming when you're tired. 
But this is because I have not yet developed my powers. 

It is all very vague now. There is something about me 
keeping my abitity sectet...then my young parents arrive 
to pick me up... a 
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